the house too. Oh, it was no joke.5 She saw two women as
he spoke, one old, the other young, watching their inherit-
ance melt away. She saw them greet him as a deliverer.
4 Mismanagement did it - besides, the days for small farms
are over. It doesn't pay - except with intensive cultivation.
Small holdings, back to the land - ah! philanthropic
bunkum. Take it as a rule that nothing pays on a small
scale. Most of the land you see9 (they were standing at an
upper window, the only one which faced west) 'belongs to
the people at the Park - they made their pile over copper -
good chaps. Avery's Farm, Sishe's - what they call the
Common, where you see that ruined oak - one after the
other fell in, and so did this, as near as is no matter.5 But
Henry saved it; without fine feelings or deep insight, but
he had saved it, and she loved him for the deed. 'When
I had more control I did what I could: sold off the two and
a half animals, and the mangy pony, and the superannuated
tools; pulled down the outhouses; drained; thinned out I
don't know how many guelder roses and elder trees; and
inside the house I turned the old kitchen into a hall, and
made a kitchen behind where the dairy was. Garage and
so on came later. But one could still tell it's been an old
farm. And yet it isn't the place that would fetch one of
your artistic crew.' No, it wasn't; and if he did not quite
understand it, the artistic crew would still less: it was
English, and the wych-elm that she saw from the window
was an English tree. No report had prepared her for its
peculiar glory. It was neither warrior, nor lover, nor god;
in none of these roles do the English excel. It was a comrade,
bending over the house, strength and adventure in its roots,
but in its utmost fingers tenderness, and the girth, that a
dozen men could not have spanned, became in the end
evanescent, till pale bud clusters seemed to float in the air.
It was a comrade. House and tree transcended any similes
of sex. Margaret thought of them now, and was to think
of them through many a windy night and London day,
but to compare either to man, to woman, always dwarfed
the vision. Yet they kept within limits of the human. Their
message was not of eternity, but of hope on this side of the
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